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Dramatis  Perfonm. 

Sir  Theodore  Goodchild. 

Sir  Archy  Macsarcasm,  a  Scots¬ 
man. 

Sir  Callaghan  O’Brallaghan,  an 
Irishman. 

Morpecai,  an  Englifh  Jew. 

Squire  Groom,  a  Newmarket  Jockey. 
Charlotte,  Niece  to  Sir  Theodore 
Goodchild. 

A  Lawyer  and  Servant. 

SCENE,  Sir  Theodore  Good  child’s 
Ho  life  in  London. 
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ACT  I. 

4 

Enter  Sir  Theodore  Goodchild  ««^Charlotte. 

Sir  T.  \TTHAT  will  the  World  fay  of  me,  but  that 
’  ’  1  was  a  very  prudent  man  ? 

Char.  The  world  !  The  world  will  applaud  you, 
efpeciallv  when  they  know  what  fort  of  lovers  they  , 
are,  and  that  the  foie  motive  of  their  affection  is  the 
lady’s  fortune.  No  poor  girl  fure  was  ever  plagued 
with  fuch  a  brood  as  I  am — The  fir  ft  upon  my  lift  is  a 
high-minded  North  British  Knight,  who  fets  up  for  a 
wit,  a  man  of  learning  and  fentiment  :  He  bears  him- 
felf  fair  while  you  are  prefent,  but  abufes  the  whofe 
world  when  their  backs  are  turned  ;  and  withal,  has 
fo  high  a  notion  of  the  digrtity  of  his  family,  that  he 
would,  no  doubt,  think  he  laid  me  under  a  great  ob¬ 
ligation,  in  honouring  me  with  his  hand. — The  fecond 
is  a  dowmright  idiot,  a  fluttering,  frivolous  thing,  w^ell 
known  in  moft  public  places  by  the  name  of  Brau- 
Mordecai,  an  Englifli  Jew.  The  next  in  Cupid’s  train 
is  your  nephew,  whofe  Irifh  voice  and  military  afperft 
make  me  fancy  that  he  was  not  only  born  in  a  fiege, 
but  that  Bellona  alone  could  be  his  nurfe,  Mars  his 
preceptor,  and  the  camp  the  academy,  v/here  he  re¬ 
ceived  the  fir  ft  rudiments  of  his  education. 

Sir  T.  My  dear  Charlotte  !  you  fboul.d  not  be  ft> 
fevere  upon  my  nephew,  what  can  you  expedl  from  a 
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meer  rough-hewn  foldier,  who  muft  needs  go  from  hte 
friends  a  volunteer,  and  has  lived  thefe  feveral  years 
within  the  circuit  of  a  camp  $  fo  that  I  don’t  believe 
he  has  fix  ideas  difiinft  from  his  profdlion. 

Char.  Let  me  fee,  his  name  is——*— 

Sir  T.  Sir  Callaghan  O’Braltaghan. 

Char.  Sir  Callaghan  O’Brallnghan  !  It  is  enough  to 
choak  me**—  If  i  have  him  I  mult  have  an  Iiiih  in- 
terp.eter  to  make  me  underftand  what  he  fays. 

Sir  T.  We.!l,  1  mult  go  and  fee  about  your  fuit  i  the 
coach  wa‘fs — — -They  all  dine  here,  I  think  f 

Char.  AH  but  Squire  Groom,  and  he  is  to  ride  a 
match,  which  I  fuppofc  no  charms  could  perfuade  him 
to  be  fibftnt  from. 

Sir  T.  Well,'  make  yourfsljf  what  fport  y  u  pleafe 
with  them- — —I  Hiail  certainly  be  back  to  dinner— 
jGood  morning  to  y  ;u.  my  dear.  [ Exit  Sir  T. 

\hrrt  [rr'yJjHf  ]  Sir  'I  hcodore,  ycur  fervant— Is 
JVIifs  Charlotte  this  wav  ? 

Sir  T.  She  is  Sir — Good  morning  to  you, 

Aford.  You’/)  dine  with  us,  Sir  Theodore  ? 

Sir  T.  Certainly. 

Enter  Mordecai  firging. 

Aford.  Thus  let  me  pay  my  fofteit  adoration,  and 
tl  us,  and  thus,  and  thus,  [K’/fingher  hand  ]  in  *mo- 
rous  tranfports  breathe  my  lail. 

Char.  Not  lo  fall,  Mr  Mordecai  j  you  are  very 
gallant,  Sir,  and  I  proteit,  I  never  faw  you  better 
dre  <1. 

M.rd-  It  is  well  enough,  madam,  juft  as  my  taylor 

farcies;  Do  you  like  it  } 

Chur.  Oh  !  \i  is  ou.te  elegant ;  but  if  I  miftake  not> 
ycu  are  f»>  remarkable  for  a  tafte  in  dre fs,  that  you  are 
known  all  over  the  city,  by  the  name  of  the  Change- 
alley  Beau. 

Aford.  They  do  didinguifh  me  by  that  title,  but  I 
declare  I  have  not  the  vanity  to  think  1  defe^ve  it. 

Char.  Oh,  Mr.  Mordecai,  well  remembered  !  I 
heard  of  your  amour  at  the  Opera  wit&Mifs  Sprightly. 

fylord. 
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Mord.  Dear  Madam,  how  can  you  be  To  fevere  ? 
r hat  the  lady  has  deiigns,  I  ftedfaflly  believe  ;  but  as 
lor  ine; - But  pray,  madam,  who  told  you  To  ? 

Char.  Archy  Macfarcafm. 

Mord.  Oh,  what  a  creature  have  you  named  !  the 
very  abfraft  of  filth  and  naftinefs  !  He  takes  fuch  a 
quantity  of  Scots  fnuff,  that  he  fmells  worfe  than  a 
tallow-chandler’s  fhop  in  the  Dog-days — There  is  not 
one  word  of  truth  in  five  that  he  fays  j  and  he  utters 
his  fimilies  with  all  the  gravity  imaginable,  after  the 
moderate  allowance  of  four  bottles  of  port,  three 
ounces  of  Scots  fnuff,  and  twelve  pipes  of  tobacco. 

Char.  What  a  charadler  has  he  drawn  of  the 
knight  !  1 

Mord.  Why,  madam,  T  vow  to  Gad,  he  is  the  daily 
fport  of  every  coffee-houfe  in  town  ;  all  his  country¬ 
men  o!  any  character  conflantly  avoid  him,  and, — Oh, 
the  devil  !  here  he  comes. 

Sir  A.  [, Without .]  Sawney,  bid  Donald  bring  the 
chariot  at  aught  o’Clock  exactly. 

Enter  Sir  Archy  Macfarcafm. 

Mord.  My  dear  knighr,  I  am  fncerely  glad  to  fee 
you,  and  have  the  honour,  at  all  t fines ,  and  upon  all 
occalions,  to  be  your  moll  obedient  humble  fervant. 

Sir  A.  What  !  my  child  of  circumcifion,  how  do 
you  do,  my  bonny  Girgafhite  ?  Gi’e  us  a  wag  o’  your 
luf,  lad.  Why,  ye’re  as  diligent  in  the  lervice  o’your 
miftrefs  as  in  the  fervice  o'  your  looking-glals  >  for 
your  ecn  or  your  thoughts  are  ay  turn’t  upo’  the  an<^ 
or  the  it  her. 

Mord.  And  your  wit,  I  find,  Sir.  Archy,  like  a 
courtier’s  tongue,  will  always  retain  its  ufual  polite- 
nefs. 

Char.  Civil  and  witty  on  both  fides  ! — Sir  Archy,. 
your  fervant. 

Sir  A.  Ten  thoufand  pardons,  madam — -.1  did  not 
obferve  you  ;  (  hope  [  fee  your  ladyfhip  week — Ah  f 

madam,  -you  luik  like  a  Deeveeuity.  1  fee  friend 
Mordecai  is  determined  to  bear  awa’  the  prize  frae’  us 
a’  i  he’s  trickt  out  in  a’  the  colours  0’  the  rainbow. 

-'’A  3  Cfuir » 
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Char .  Mr.  Mordecai  is  always  well  dreis’d,  Si 
Archy. 

Sir  A.  Upon  my  woid  he’s  as  fine  as  a  Jay. - Step 

alang,  man,  turn  round,  and  let  us  fee  your  fine  fhape. 
Ah,  he  (lands  vera  well,  vera  well  indeed  !  What’s 
this  in  his  hat  ?  A  feat  her  !  vera  elegant,  vera  elegant 
I  fr-teft.  I  never  faw  a  tooth-drawer  better  dreil  a' 
my  life. 

Mord.  Upon  my  word  I  am  your  mod  humble  fer¬ 
vent,  Sir  Archy 

Sir  A.  Weel,  Mordtcai,  ye  ha’  been  whifpering 
your  love-fick  tale  in  the  lady’s  lug,  do  ye  ken  that 
Ihe  is  inclinable  to  your  pa  Hi  on  ? 

Murd.  From  the  converfation  I  have  had  with  her,  [ 
b  gin  to  think,  that  my  figure  and  jKtdrefs  have  made 
an  impreflion  upon  htr. 

Sir  A.  Vera  weel,  that’s  right — I  mun  ken  that  your 
ladyfihip  has  been  entertain’d  vera  weel  by  my  triend 
Mordecai,  before  I  break  in  upon  you  j  lie’s  a  guid 
ane  at  a  tale,  when  the  (leeks  is  at  ane  end  and  the 
lottery  at  the  ither,  ha,  ha,  ha  t  but  ye  maun  ken  that 
l  ha’  nev/s  for  you  that  canna  fail  to  gi’  muckle  fport. 

Char  What  is  it  pray,  Sir  Archy  ? 

Sir  A.  Why,  ye  maun  ken  that  in  my  way  to  your 
hadyfliip’s  manfion,  1  pickt  up  my  bonry  Hbernian 

- - as  -fine - upon  my  honour,  as  fine  as  little 

Mordecai  here. 

Char.  Hut  you  have  not  left  him  behind  you  ?  I  ex^ 
p-fted  him  here  ere  this. 

Sir  A  Left  him!  ye  maun  ken  that  I  ha’  brought 
him  wi’  me  ;  for  i’m  like  the  monarchs  of  auld,  I  ne- 
yer  travel  witheut  my  Fuil  ;  he  is  as  good  as  a  ccmedy 

or  farce - But  he  has  made  a  jargon,  which  he  (Lies 

a  fonnet,  upon  his  bewitching  Charlotte,  as  he  calls 
you,  madam  ;  he’s  now  altering  it,  and  ye  maun  tx- 
pe£>  fic  an  epidle,  as  has  na  beer  penn’d  fin’  the  days 
of  Don  Quixote.  You  have  heard  him  ling  it, 
Mo'-decai  ? 

Mord.  1  beg  ycur  pardon,  Sir  Archy,  1  have  heard 
him  roar  it.  L-gad  1  we  have  had  him  jud  now,  ma¬ 
dam, 
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dam,  at*  a  tavern,  and  made  him  give  it  us  in  an  Trifli 
howl,  that  might  be  heard  from  here  to  Weft  Chefter. 

Sir  A.  Why,  Mordecai,  you  have  a  deevilifh  deal 
of  wit,  man  ;  aye,  that’s  what  ye  hae. 

Morel.  Your  moll  obedient,  Sir  Archy  :  I  am  afraid 
you  flatter  me  j  but  1  niutl  be  going. — Madam,  I  kifs 
your  hand. 

Chur.  You  are  not  going  to  leave  us,  Mr.  Mordecai  ? 

More/.  Only  to  have  a  flice  of  Sir  Callaghan  before 
dinner  by  way  of  a  whet,  that’s  all,  madam,  only  by 
way  of  a  whet. 

Sir  A.  Not  a  word  of  the  fonnet,  man  ? 

Morel.  Never  fear,  Sir  Archy,  never  fear. 

[Exit  Morel. 

Sir  A.  What  a  fantaftical  baboon  this  little  Israelite 
makes  of  himfelf ! 

Char.  He  is  very  entertaining,  Sir  Archv. 

Sir  A.  The  fallow^  vera  ridiculous,  and  therefore 
rera  uftfu’  in  fociety,  for  wharever  he  gangs  there  maun 
be  laughter  :  But  now,  madam,  a  word  or  twa  to  our 
ain  matters  — Madam,  I  love  you,  and  gin  1  didna,  I 
wad  fcorn  to  (ay  it  : — concerning  thefe  creatures  who 
1  call  themfel.Ves  your  lovers,  there  are  three  ot  them 
about  y -ur  lac'yfliip’s  perfon,  as  unfit  tor  you  as  a 
wandering  Arab  ;  and  whale  fentiments  are  as  wide  o’ 
tme  felicity  as  the  north  and  fouth  poles:  reptiles  and 
beggars,  wha  can  boaft  of  naething,  but  a  knowledge 
of  lie  things  as  wad  nwk  ’um  be  kend  by  a’  judicious 
fok,  e’en  as  the  ouf  calls  o’  the  war  Id.  And  firft  this 
Mordecai,  to  be  fure  the  fellow’s  wealthy  ;  yes  he’s 
vycalthy — but  then  a  reptile,  madam,  he’s  a  reptile  ! 
whafe  common-place  notions  are  o’  nae  farther  extent 
than  Change-alley,  or  the  coffee- houfes,  and  whafe 
only  ideas  are  cent,  per  cent,  fchemes,  flocks,  annuities, 
and  fou  h  fea  bubbles. 

Chur.  Av,  Sir  Archy  !  you  are  above  fuch  groveling 
,  thought's  — Your  ambition  is  to  adorn  vour  mu  d. 

Sir  A .  Then  madam,  as  to  Squire  Groom  :  to  be 
fure  he’s  a  great  fportfman,  but  he’s  a  beggar — a  beg¬ 
gar  !  and  nae  doubt  but  ycur  fortune  wou’d  be  ve  a 

acceptable  : 
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acceptable  :  ’twonld  enable  him  to  redeem  his  dead  o' 
hores,  put  him  on  bis  legs  again,  and  according  till 
his  ain  phrafe,  he  would  be  bottom,  madam,  he  would 
be  bottom  ;  but  in  a  few  ycavs,  madam,  your  whole 
fortune,  the  wife  fcraping  oT  your  ancedc  s,  would  be 
wantonly  fquandered  away  upon  cock-fighting,  horfe- 
racing,  grooms,  jockeys,  and  fic-like  fpendthriit  amuie- 
ments:  and  your  ladyfhip  not  ha’  a  blanket  left  to  co¬ 
ver  yon.  Then,  as  to  Sir  Callaghan  O’Brallaghan,  the 
fellow’s  well  enough  to  laugh  at  but  ye  maun  luik 
|  about  you  there,  for  your  guardian  is  his  uncle,  and  to 
my  certain  knowledge,  there  is  a  defign  upon  your  for¬ 
tune  in  that  quarter:  depend  upon  it,  there  is  a  defign 
upon  your  fortune. 

Char .  1  believe  indeed,  a  lady’s  fortune  is  the  prin¬ 

cipal  object  of  every  lover. 

Sir  A  I  grant,  ye,  madam,  wi’  Sir  Callaghan  O’Bral- 
laghan,  Squire  Groom,  and  fic-like  fallows  ;  but  men 
of  honour  have  ither  principles  :  I  allure  you,  madam, 
his  not  for  the  pecuniary,  but  for  the  divine  graces  o’ 
your  mind,  and  the  mental  perfections  of  your  faul  and 
body,  which  are  more  to  me  than  all  the  riches  of 
Peru  and  Mexico, 

Char.  O  Sir  Archy  ! 

Sir  A.  Beltdes,  madam,  gin  ye  marry  me,  ye  will 
marry  a  man  of  fobristy  and  oeconomy.  It  is  true,  I 
am  not  in  the  hey-day  of  my  blood,  yet  far  from  the 
vale  of  years,  as  the  poet  fays.  I  am  not  like  the 
young  whipfters  of  this  age,  w!  o  are  a’  fpirits  at  the 
fir  11  onfet,  bur  gang  afr  like  a  f  ib,  or  a  cracker  on  a 
rejoicing  night,  and  are  never  heard  o’  inair.  The 
young  men  now- a-days  are  mere  baubles,  abfolute 
baubles. 


Char.  Now,  I  think  old  men,  Sir  Archy,  are  but 
baubles. 

Sir  A.  ■  Befides,  madam,  conn  Jer  the  dignity  and 
antiquity  or  our  family  :  madam,  in  our  family  there 
are  three  v ’.counts,  four  barons,  fix  earls,  feyen  mar- 
quilcs,  and  twa  dukes :  The  families  of  the  ibuth  are 
not  to  be  compared  to  famines  o  the  north.--1 There' is 
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*s  muckle  ditFerer.ee  as  between  a  hound  of  blood  and 
■a  mongrel. 

Char .  And  why  fo,  Sir  ? 

Sir  A.  I’ll  tell  you  madam — the  ncbeelity  of  Scot¬ 
land  are  a'  defeended  fiae  renowned  warriors,  and  he¬ 
roes  of  glorious  atehievments,  wha  difdain’d  to  male 
alliances,  or  contaminate  their  b.uid  wi’  ony  that  war 

na  as  great  as  their  ain.- - Rut  here  in  the  fouth,  ye 

o’  the  fouth,  ye  are  a’  fprung  fiae  naething  in  the  warld 
but  woolpacks,  hop  lacks,  lugar  kills,  tar  bartels,  and 
rum  puncheons. 

Char.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ? 

Sir  A.  What  gars  you  laugh,  madam  ? 

Char.  The  opinion  you  have  of  our  nobility. 

Sir  A.  Guid  troth,  madam,  it’s  true  :  a’  we  fami¬ 
nes  of  the  north  are  of  anither  kidney  quite  :  we  dif- 
dain  a  mixture  o’  bluid  that  is  na  as  pure  as  our  ain  ; 
whereas  ye  are  a  ftrange  amphibious  breed,  being  a 
tempofinon  of  Turk*,  jews,  Nabobs  and  Reiugees. 

Char.  We  are  indeed  a  ftrange  mixture,  Sir  Archy. 

Sir  A.  Vera  true,  vera  true  my  family  is  a  family 
of  rank  and  confequence  ;  which,  if  ye  marry  into, 
will  purify  your  b  uid  and  refine  it  frae  the  lees  and 
drops  of  trade,  with  which  it  is  contaminated,  which 
your  money  cannot  do  for  you,  war  it  as  muckle  as  the 
bark  of  Ed  in  bro1. 

Enter  Mordecai. 

Mord.  Sir  Archy,  he  is  juft  without,  he  is  cornin'*. 

Sir  Callaghan  O' B ratio ghan.  [Without .]  Is  the  lady 
i  this  way  do  you  fay,  young  man  ? 

Sei*v.  She  is  Sir. 

Sir  C.  Then  i’ll  trouble  you  with  no  farther  cere- 
I  .many.  [Enters.]  Madam,  1  am  your  moil  obedient 
!  humble  fer van t. 

Char.  1  am  very  forry  to  hear  we  fhal  1  foon  be  de¬ 
ll  prived  of  your  company,  Sir  Callaghan.  J  thought 
the  war  in  Germany  had  been  all  over. 

Sir  C  Yes.  madam,  it  was  all  over,  but  it  began 
again—  A  fokiier  never  lies  in  quiet,  till  he  has  nothing 
i  to  do,  then,  he  quits  the  field  with  more  fafety. 

Sir 
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Sir  A.  The  lady  was  jud  faving,  die  would  be  glad 
if  you  favoured  her  with  a  {light  narrative  of  what 
happen’d  in  Germany. 

Sir  C.  Pray,  madam,  don’t  ax  me  ; - T  am  afraid 

it  would  look  like  rafconadine  in  me  ;  and  l  will  af- 
lure  you  there  is  no  fuch  thing  in  nature  as  giving  a 
defcription  of  a  fiery  battle  ;  for  there  is  fo  much  done 
every' where  that  nobody  knows  what  is  done  any 
where.  Then,  there  is  fuch  drumming  and  trumpet¬ 
ing  and  fuch'delightful  confusion  altogether,  that  you 
can  no  more  give  an  account  of  it,  than  you  can  of 
the  ftars  in  the  (ky. 

Sir  A.  It’s  a  very  guid  account  he  gi’es  o’t.  [Af:de 
to  Mordecai.)  Let  us  fmoke  him,  and  fee  if  we  can  get 

a  little  fun  with  him. - Try  if  he  will  give  you  fome 

account  of  the  Battle. 

Morel.  Pray,  Sir  Callaghan,  how  many  might  you 
kill  in  any  one  battle  you  have  been  at  ? 

Sir  C.  [Starting.]  I’ll  tell  you  —  I  generally  kill  more 
in  a  battle  than  a  coward  would  chufe  to  look  upon, 
or  than  an  impertinent  fellow  would  be  able  to  eat. 
Are  you  anfwered,  Mr.  Mordecai  ? 

Sir  A.  You  was  devilifh  fharp  upon  him,  faith. 

Mord.  Wafn’t  I  ? 

Sir  A,  Yes — but  have  another  cut  at  him. — The 
Ifraelite  will  bring  himfel  intil  a  damn’d  ferape 
here. 

Mord .  Sir  Callaghan,  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  if 
I  was  a  general — - 

Sir  C.  A  general  !  Upon  my  foul,  and  you  wou’d 
make  a  fine  general — Oh  !  madam,  look  upon  the 
general.  Mr.  Mordecai,  do  not  look  upon  being  a 
general  as  fo  light  a  matter.  It  is  a  very  difficult  trade 
to  learn  to  be  able  to  rejoice,  with  danger  on  the  one 
fide  and  death  on  the  other,  and  a  great  many  more 
things,  that  you  know  no  more  of,  than  1  do  of  being 
High  Pried  to  a  fynagogue  ;  fo  hold  you>-  tongue,  my 
dear  Mr.  Mordecai,  about  that,  and  go  mind  your  cent, 
per  cent,  and  your  lottery  tickets  in  Change-alley. 

Sir  A. 
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Sir  A.  Ha,  ha!  by  the  Lord,  he  has  tickl’d  up  the 
Jfraclite  ;  he  has  given  it  to  the  Moabite  on  baith 
tides  o’  the  head.  [ Afide . 

Char.  But  you  have  been  frequently  in  danger.  Sir  ? 

Sir  C.  Danger,  madam,  is  the  foldier’s  proteftion  ; 
and  death  his  beft  reward. 

Mord.  A  bull,  a  bull  ! - Pray  how  do  you  make 

that  out  ?  You  fay  death  is  the  foldier’s  beft  reward. 

Sir  C.  I’ll  tell  you  how — A  general  dead  in  the 
field  of  battle  is  a  monument  of  fame,  that  makes 
him  as  much  alive  as  Csefar  or  Alexander,  or  any  dead 
hero  of  them  all  :  and  when  the  hiftory  of  America 
ccmes  to  be  written,  there  is  vour  brave  young  gene¬ 
ral  Wolfe,  that  died  in  the  battle  before  Quebeck,  will 
be  alive  to  the  end  of  the  world. 

Char .  True,  Sir  Callaghan,  the  adlions  of  that  day 
will  be  remembered- while  Britain  or  Britifh  gratitude 
have  a  name. 

Sir  A.  Wha  was  it  did  the  bufinefs  at  Quebec? 
Oh!  the  Highlanders  bore  the  bell  that  day  :  Had 
you  but  feen  them  with  their  Andrewferraras,  how 
they  cut  them,  and  (la fil’d  them  about  :  they  did  the 
bufinefs,  and  gain’t  immortal  fame  upon  the  fpot. 

Sir  C.  Sir  Archy,  give  me  your  hand  :  1  allure  you, 
your  countrymen  are  brave  foldiers  ;  and  fo  are  mine 
too. 

Char.  I  think  I  hear  Sir  Theodore’s  coach  flop. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser*v.  Madam,  Sir  Theodore  waits  for  you,  and 
dinner  is  nlmoft  ready. 

Mord.  Madam,  will  you  honour  me  with  the  tip  of 
your  wedding  finger? — Adieu,  Sir  Callaghan,  Sir 
Archy,  your  fervant. — Adieu,  Sir  Callaghan. 

,  _  [Exeunt  Char  and  Mord. 

Sir  C.  A  very  impudent  fellow  this  Mi.  Mordecai  ! 
if  it  had  not  been  for  the  lady,  i  would  have  been  a 
little  upon  the  cavee  with  him. 

Sr  A.  Becaufe  the  ra-’cal  has  been  let  into  our  com¬ 
pany  at  Bath,  he'irtrudes  upon  you  wherever  you  go. 
— But  have  you  written  the  letter  to  the  lacy  ? 
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Sir  C.  Faith  I  have  not  !  for  I  thought  it  would  not 
be  right  to  make  my  addreffes  to  the  lady,  till  I  had 
made  my  affections  known  to  her  guardian  fo  I  have 
indited  the  letter  to  him. 

Sir  A.  That’s  right,  that’s  right  ;  for  fo  as  ye  do 
but  write,  it  matters  not  to  whom. — But  where  is  it  ? 

Sir  C.  Here  it  is. 

Sir  A .  I  warrant  it’s  a  bonny  cpiftle. 

Sir  C.  [Reads.]  Sir ,  as  I  have  the  honour  to  hear  the 
character  of  a  foldier ,  and  to  call  Sir  ‘ Theodore  Goodchild 
Uncle ,  I  do  not  think  it  would  he  conJijUnt  for  a  man  of 
honour  to  behave  like  a  f coundr  el. - 

Sir  A.  'That’s  an  excellent  remark,  an  excellent  re¬ 
mark,  and  vera  new  ! 

Sir  C.  [Reads.]  Therefore  I  thought  proper  before  I 
proceed  any  further ,  (for  1  have  done  nothing  as  yet )  to 
open  my  mind  to  you  before  1  gain  the  affeftions  of  the  Lady. 
You  lee,  Sir  Archy,  I  was  for  carrying  on  my  ap¬ 
proaches  like  a  foldier  a  la  militaire ,  as  we  fay  abroad. 
[Reads.]  Tou  are  fenfihle  my  family  is  as  old  as  any  in  the 
three  kingdoms ,  and  older  too  ;  I  /hall  therefore  come  to  the 
point  at  once.  You  fee  1  have  given  him  a  little  rub  by 
way  of  a  hint  about  our  family,  becaufe  Sir  'Theodore 
is  a  bit  of  a  relation  by  the  mother’s  fide  only,  which 
is  a  little  up-flart  family  that  came  in  with  one 
Strongbow  t’other  day,  not  above  fix  or  feven  hundred 
years  ago  :  Now  my  father's  family  are  all  related  to 
the  O’Strickefles,  the  O’Cannakans,  the  O’Callaghans, 
and  I  myfelf  am  an  O’Brallaghan,  which  is  the  oldcft 
of  them  all. 

Sir  A.  Yes,  Sir,  I  believe  ye’re  of  a  vera  ancient- 
family,  but  ye’re  out  in  aoe  point. 

Sir  C.  What’s  that,  Sir  Archy  ? 

Sir.  A.  Why  fir,  where  ye  faid,  ye  was  as  auld  as 
ony  family  in  the  three  kingdoms. 

Sir  C.  Why  then  I  faid  r.o  more  than  is  true,  Sir 
Archy. 

Sir  A.  Hoot  awa,  man,  ye  dinna  confider  the  families 

o’  the  north - Ye  of  Hibernia  are  as  low  as  the 

bufhy  bramble,  and  tuik  refuge  irac  a’  corners  in  that 

wild 
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wild  fpat  whar  ye  live,  penn’d  up  like  a  fet  o’  outcafts, 
and  as  fuch  you  remain  until  this  hour. 

Sir  C.  1  beg  your  pardon,  Sir  Archy — that’s  the 
Scots  account,  which  never  fpeaks  truth,  becaufe  it  is 
partia1 — but  the  Irifh  account,  which  mutt  be  true, 
becaufe  it  is  written  by  one  of  my  own  iamily,  fays, 
the  Scots  are  all  Irijhmens'  baftards. 

Sir  A.  Baitards! — what  do  you  make  us  illegitimate 
— illegitimate,  fir  ? 

Sir  C.  Why,  little  Terence  Flaherty  O’Brallaghaii 
was  the  man  who  went  over  from  Carrickfergus,  and 
peopled  all  Scotland  with  his  own  hands. 

Sir  A.  Sir  Callaghan,  though  your  ignorance  and 
vanity  would  mak  raviiliers  of  your  anceftors,  and 
harlots  and  Sabines  of  our  mothers,  yet  ye  ihall  find  in 
me - - 

Sir  C.  Hark  ye,  Sir  Archy,  what  was  that  you  faid 
juft  now  about  ignorance  and  vanity  ? 

Sir  A.  Sir,  i  denounce  you  baith  ignorant  and  vain, 
and  mak  your  mat  ft  o’nt.  * 

Sir  C.  Faith  !  I  can  make  nothing  at  all  of  it,  be¬ 
caufe  they  are  not  words  that  a  gentleman  is  ufed  to  ; 
therefore  you  mult  unfay  them  again. 

Sir  A.  How  fir,  eat  my  words!  a  North  Briton  eat 
his  words  ! 

Sir  C.  By  my  foul  you  mutt,  and  that  immediately. 

Sir  A.  You  fhall  eat  a  piece  of  my  weapon  firft, 
fir.  [Draws] 

Sir  C.  Put  up  for  iliame,  Sir  Archy  :  confider  draw- 
,  ir.g  a  fword  is  a  very  ferious  piece  of  bufinefs,  and 
;  ihould  be  done  in  private. 

Sir  A.  Defend  yourfclf — For,  by  the  facred  crofs  of 
I  St.  Andrew,  I’ll  have  fatisfadtion  for  making. us  illegi- 
j  timate. 

Sir  C.  Now,  by  the  crofs  of  St.  Patrick,  you  are  a 
very  foolifii  man  but,  il  you  have  a  mind  for  a  little 
of  that  game,  come  away  to  the  right  fpot. 

Sir  A.  No  equivocation,  Sir,  dinna  think  you  have 
gotten  beau  Mordecai  to  cope  with. 

B  Sir  C. 
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Sir  C.  Come  on  then  for  the  honour  of  the  fword 

■ - Oh  !  you  are  as  welcome  as  the  flowers  in  May. 

{They  fght. 

Enter  Charlotte. 


Char.  For  heaven’s  fake,  what’s  the  matter  ?  what 
is  all  this  about  ? 

Sir  C.  It  is  about  Sir  Archy’s  great  grand-mother, 
madam. 

Char.  Sir  Archy’s  great  grand-mother  ! 

Sir  A.  Madam,  he  has  call  an  affront  upon  a  hale 
nation,  and  I  canna  thole  it. 

Sir  C.  I  am  fure  if  I  did  it,  it  was  more  than  I  in¬ 
tended  :  it  was  only  to  prove  the  antiquity  of  my  fa¬ 
mily. 

Char.  Pray,  let  me  make  peace  between  you. 

Sir  A.  Sir,  as  ye  fay  ye  didna  intend  the  affront,  I 
am  fatisfied. 

Sir  C.  Sir  Archy,  there  are  two  things  I  am  always 
afraid  of ;  the  one  is  of  being  affronted  my  felt,  and 
the  other  of  affronting  any  man. 

Char.  A  very  generous  difpofition,  Sir  Callaghan 
—  but  I  hope  this  affair  is  over. 

Sir  A.  I  am  fatisfied,  madam  ;  but  let  me  tell  you, 
Sir  Callaghan,  as  a  friend,  as  a  friend,  man,  you  fliould 
never  enter  into  difputes  about  hiftory,  literature,  or 
antiquity  of  families,  for  you  have  got  fuch  a  curfed 
wicked  jargon  upon  your  tongue - 

Sir  C.  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon.  Sir  Archy. — ’t is  you 
have  got  fuch  a  damn’d  twifl  of  Scots  brogue,  that 
you  don’t  underhand  good  Englifli  when  I  fpeak  it. 

Sir  A.  Vera  weel,  wera  wee!,— but  you  are  oot 
again  ;  for  every  body  kens  that  I  fpeak  the  footh 
country  dialed!  fae  vveel,  that  wherever  1  gang  I  am 
always  taken  for  an  Englifhman — but  we’ll  appeal  to 
the  lady  which  o’  us  twa'has  the  brogue. 

Sir  C.  With  all  my  heart.— -  Pray ,  rnadtm,  have  I 
the  brogue  ? 

Char. 
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Char.  No  Sir. 

Sir  C.  I  am  lure  I  never  could  perceive  it. 

Char.  Neither  have  a  brogue,  you  both  fpeak  very 

3  good  Englifh — But  come,  gentlemen,  dinner  waits. 

Sir  C.  We’ll  follow  you,  madam. 

Char.  Pray  don’t  be  long.  [ Exit  Char, 

Sir  A.  Weel  now,  dinna  gi’e  o’er  the  defign  of  the 
letter. 

Sir  C.  Sir  Archy,  never  fear  me,  for  as  the  old  fong 
goes, 


You  never  Aid  hear 
Of  an  Iri/hmari  $  fear , 
In  love  or  in  battle. 

In  love  or  in  battle. 

We  re  always  on  duty. 
And ready  for  beauty  ; 
7 ho'  cannons  do  rattle. 
Tho'  cannons  do  rattle. 


By  day  and  by  night 
We  love  and  we  fight. 
We're  honour's  defenders. 
We're  honours  defenders , 
The  foe  and  the  fair , 

We  alvjays  take  care 
To  make  them  fur  render. 
cIo  make  them  furrender . 


[Exeunt. 


*fht  End  of  the  Tirjl  ACT. 
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A  C  T,  II. 


Enter  Sir  Archy  Macfarcafm  and  Charlotte. 


Sir  A.  7\J£T  A  U  N  S,  madam  !  ftep  intil  us  for  a  ft w 
*  ,  V V  minutes  ;  you  will  crack,  your  f.des  with  | 

laughing — We  ha’e  gotten  anithcr  Fuil  come  to  di- 
yert  us  unexpadtedly,  which  I  think  the  higheft  Full 
that  the  age  has  produced. 

Char.  Who  is  it  you  mean,  Sir  Archy  ? 

Sir  A.  Squire  Groom,  madam,  the  fineft  you  ever  be¬ 
held  ;  in  little  boots  half  up  his  leg,  a  carp,  his  jockey- 
drefs,  and  a’  his  pontificalibus,  juft  as  he  made  his 
match  yefterday  at  York.  Antiquity  in  a’  its  records 
of  Greek  and  Roman  folly  never  produced  a  fenator 
viilting  his  miftrefs  in  fo  compleat  a  fuiFs  garb. 

Char.  This  is  feme  new  ftroke  of  humour. 

Enter  Mordecai. 


Mord.  Ha!  ha!  1  fliall  burft  : - 1  have  left  the 

Irishman  and  Squire  Groom  at  a  challenge. 

Char.  I  hope  not. 

Sir  A.  Ha  !  ha!  that  is  guid,  that  is  guid  :  l  thought 
it  would  come  to  adtion,  ha  !  ha  !  that’s  clear  ! — we 
fa]  ha’e  ane  o’  them  pink’d. 

Mord.  O  madam  !  the  challenge  need  not  terrify 
yon  :  ’tis  only  in  half  pints  of  claret  to  your  lady¬ 
ship’s  health. 

Char.  Lord!  Mr.  Mordecai,  how  can  you  ftartle 
cne  fo  ? 


Sir  A.  I  am  very  forry  for  that  :  Guid  troth  !  I  was 
in  hopes  they  had  a  mind  to  fhow  their  prowefs  before 
the  lady  their  miftrefs,  or  that  we  fbould  ha’e  a  little 
Irifh  or  Newmarket  bluid  fpilt.  But  what  was  the 
caufe  of  the  challenge,  Mordecai  ? 


Mord. 
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Mord  Why,  'their  paflion  for  this  lady - till  the 

difpute  arifing  high  they  determined  to  decide  it  in  a 
cafcade  of  claret. 

Char.  Oh,  I’m  afraid  they  will  kill  theinfelves  ! 

Sir  A.  Never  fear,  madam,  nought’s  never  in  dan- 
ger. 

Mord.  Look,  look,  the  champanion  comes. 

Enter  Squire  Groom. 

Growi.  Hoics,  hoics  ! — hark,  forward,  my  little  prin- 
cefs  !  foreward,  foreward  !  hoics  ! — Heaugh,  madam, 
J  beg  a  million  of  pardons  for  not  being  with  you  at 
dinner  ;  it  was  not  my  fault,  ’pon  honour — I  fat  up 
;  all  night,  and  propofed  to  fet  out  betimes  ;  but  about 
eleven  o’clock  laid  night,  at  York — we  were  all 
I  damn’d  jolly,  and  tols’d  off  fix  flafks  of  Burgundy  a- 
piece.  But  that  booby,  Sir  Roger  Bumper,  borrow’d 
"my  ftop  watch  to  fet  his  by  it. — Here  it  is,  look  at  it, 
madam,  it  corredts  the  fun  $  they  all  go  by' it,  madam, 

■  at  Newmarket  ;  and  fo,  madam,  as  1  was  telling  you 
—the  drunken  blockhead  put  mine  back  t^vo  hours  o’ 

'j  purpofe  to  deceive  me,  otherwife  it  was  fifty  to  one, 
t  1  could  have  been  here  to  a  fecond. 

Char.  Pray,  Sir,  what  is  the  meaning  of  this  ex¬ 
traordinary  drefs  r 

Groom.  Not  a  peer  in  England  could  have  one  more 
taffy,  the  true  turf  tafle  : — You  mud  know,  madam, 

I  rode  my  match  in  this  very  drels  vefterday,  and 
Jack  Buck,  R.oger  Bumper.  Frank  Fudge,  and  a  few 
more  of  them,  laid  me  a  hundred  each,  that  I  would 
.  not  ride  to  London,  and  vifit  you  in  it,  ha  !  ha  !  but 
I’ve  taken  them  in  damme  ;  ha  !  ha’n’t  I,  madam  ? 

Char.  Pray,  what  time  do' you  take  to  ride  front 
York  to  London  ? 

Groom.  Ha!  time,  madam — why  bar  a  neck,  a  leg, 
f  or  an  arm,  fixtecn  hours,  feven  minutes,  and  thirty- 
two  feconds,  fometimes  three  or  four  feconds  tinder, 
that  is,  to  the  Stones,  rot  to  my  own  houfe. 

Sir  A.  No,  no,  not  till  your  ain  houfe,  that  would 
be  too  much. 
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Groom.  No,  no,  only  to  the  Stones  end  j  but  then;  j 
I  have  my  own  hacks,  that  are  all  fteel  to  the  bottom: 
—all  blood-dickers  and  lappers  every  inch  of  them,,  | 
my  dear,  that  will  ccme  through  if  they  have  but  one 
leg  out  of  the  four.  I  never  keep  any  thing,  madam, 
that  is  not  bottom — Game,  to  the  lad  !  Game,  ay,  ay  ! 
you'll  find  every  thing  that  belongs  to  me  game  ! 

Sir  A.  Weel  faid,  Squire  Groom!  Yes,  yes,  he  is 
game  to  the  bottom,  he  is  game,  madam.  There, 
walk  about  man,  and  fhew  us  your  fhapes  ,*  what  a 
fine  figure,  and  has  fae  guid  an  underftanaing,  that 
it’s  a  pity  he  ever  diould  do  any  thing  but  ride  horfe- 

races.  - What  a  fuii !  dont  you  think  he  is  a  curfed 

idiot  ?  ^  A  fide  to  Mord. 

Mord.  Well,  enough  for  a  country  Squire. 

Groom.  Well,  madam,  which  of  us  mud  be  the 
happy  man  ?  You  know  I  love  you,  madam — you 
know  1  do  :  May  I  never  crofs  Jodie,  if  I  don’t. 

Char.  Oh,  Sir,  l  fee  your  padion  in  your  eyes. 

Sir  A.  Week  but  Squire,  you  ha’ gi’en  us  no  ac¬ 
count  how  vcur  match  went. 

■/ 

Char .  What  was  your  match,  Sir  ? 

Groom.  Our  fubfcription  and  our  fweepdakes. — 
There  *re  feven  of  us,  madam,  Jack  Buck,  Lord 
Brain  lef$,  Bob  Rattle — You  know  Bob,  madam  ? — 

Bob’s  a  damn’d  honed  fellow - Sir  Harry  Idle,  Dick 

Riot,  Sir  Roger  Bumper,  and  myfelf  We  put  in  five 
hundred  pounds  a-piece,  all  to  ride  curfelves,  and  to 
carry  my  weight  :  The  odds  at  darting  were  feven  to 
four  again  ft  me  the  field  round  ;  and  the  field,  ten, 
fifteen,  and  twenty  to  one  :  For  you  muft  know, 
madam,  they  thought  they  had  me  at  a  dead  wind  ; 
for  the  thing  1  was  to  ride  was  let  down  in  the  back 
fi news,  ha  !  ha  !  do  you  mind  me,  let  down  in  his  excr- 
cife  ? 

Sir  A.  Ah  !  that  was  unlucky. 

Groom  Damn’d  unlucky  !  but  that  my  grocm  had 
him  gired,  and  he  ftood  found,  was  in  fine  condition 
fleck  as  your  lad  yd  dp's  lkin  :  We  ftarted  off  fcore,  by 
Jupiter,  an  1  for  the  firft  half-mile  you  might  have 
Cover’d  us  ail  with  your  under  petticoat.  I  law,  I 

had 
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Lad  them  in  hand,  but  your  friend  Bob,  madam,  ha  l 
ha!  ]  jliall  never  forget  it  :  Poor  Bob’s  gelding  took 
the  reft,' flew  out  of  the  courfe,  and  run  over  tv/o 
attornies,  a  quack  do&or,  a  methodift  parfon,  an  ex- 
cifemftn,  and  a  little  beau,  madam,  that  you  uled  to 
laugh  at  fo  immoderately  at  Bath — a  little  dirty  thing 
with  a  chocolate  coloured  phiz,  juft  like  Mordecai. 

Sir  A.  There  he  had  the  little  Girgafhite  upon  the 
hip. 

Groom.  The  people  were  in  hopes  he  had  killed  the 
lawyers,  and  were  damnably  difappointed  when  they 
found  he  had  only  broke  the  leg  o’  the  one  and  the 
back  of  the  other. 

Char.  Well,  Sir,  .pray  inform  us  who  won  the 
fubfcription  ? 

Groom.  It  lay  between  me  and  Dick  Riot,  madam  ; 
we  were  neck  and  heels,  for  three  miles,  as  hard  as 
we  could  lay  leg  to  ground,  and  running  every  inch, 
but  at  the  firft  \  felt  for  him,  found  1  had  the  Toot—* 
knew  my  bottom — pull’d  up — pretended  to  dig  ; — but 
Fudge, — Frank  Fudge  gave  the  iignal  to  Tom  Tick¬ 
le  purfe  to  lay  it  on  thick  :  I  had  the  whip  hand  all 
the  way — lay  with  my  nofe  in  the  neck  under  the  w  ind 
thus,  fnug — fnug,  my  dear — had  him  quite  in  hand 
— — whiie  Riot  was  digging  and  lapping  right  and  left, 
but  it  would  not  do,  my  dear,  againft  foot  and  bot¬ 
tom  and  head  —I  let  go,  darted  by  him  like  an  arrow 
— -fo  within  a  hundred  yards  of  the  diftance  poll:  poor 
Dick  was  blown  to  deftrudlion,  knocked  up  as  ftifF  as 
a  turnpike,  and  I  left  to  canter  in  by  myfelf,  madam, 
and  I  twitch’d  them  all  round,  grip’d  the  gamblers, 

broke  the  blacklefs - for  I  took  all  the  odds  before 

ftarting,  fplit  me  !  ha  !  was’nt  I  right,  old  Shadrach  ? 
ha  !  took  all  the  odds,  took  all  the  odds,  old  dirt 
colour  ?  [To  Morel. 

Sir  A.  Ha  !  ha  !  well,  his  wonderful  to  think  at 
what  a  pitch  of  excellency  our  nobility  are  arrived  at 
in  the  art  of  lpm  ting,  1  believe  we  excel  a’  the  no- 
ibiJ'ty  of  Europe  in  that  fcience,  efpecially  in  Jockey- 
iliip. 


Groom. 
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Groom.  Sir  Archy,  I’ll  tell  you  what  I’ll  do — I'll 
ft  art  a  horfe,  fight  a  man,  hunt  a  pack  of  hounds,  ride 
a  match  or  fox  chace,  drive  a  fet  of  horfes,  or  hold  a 
toaft  with  any  nobleman  in  the  kingdom  for  a  thou- 
fand  each,  and  1  fay  done  firft,  damme. 

,  Sir  A.  Ha  !  ha  !  the  Squire’s  the  keeneft  fportfman 
in  a’  Europe,  madam.  There  is  naething  comes  amifs 

to  him,  madam - he  is  a  perfect  Nimrod,  he  hunts 

a’  thing  frae  the  flae  in  the  blanket,  to  the  elephant  in 
the  foreft — he  is  at  a’  a  perfect  Nimrod — are  you  not. 
Squire  ? 

Groom.  Yes — I  am  a  Nimrod  at  all,  at  any  thing. 
Why  1  ran  a  fnail  with  his  Grace  the  other  day  for 
five  hundred  pounds — there  was  nothing  in  it — won 
it  hollow,  quite  hollow  ! — half  a  horn’s  length. 

Sir  A.  Half  a  horn’s  length  !  ah,  that  was  hollow 
indeed. 

Groom.  Was  it  not  hollow  ! 

Sir  A.  Oh,  devilifh  hollow,  indeed,  Squire  Groom! 
- But  where  is  Sir  Theodore  a’  this  time  ? 

Groom.  Oh  !  he’s  with  Sir  Callaghan,  joking  him 
about  drinking  bumpers  with  me  and  his  pafiion  for 
you,  madam. 

Sir  A.  You  maun  ken,  gentlemen,  this  lady  and  I 
have  laid  a  fcheme  to  hu’e  a  little  fport  wi’  Sir  Callag¬ 
han  :  If  ye  will  a’  ftep  behin’  the  fcreen.  I’ll  gang  and 
fetch  him,  and  you  filial  1  hear  him  mak  love  as  fierce 
as  Alexander,  or  ony  hero  in  tragedy. 

Groom.  Sir  Archy,  I’ll  be  as  filent  as  a  hound  at 
faukT 

Sir  A  Then,  madam,  do  you  retire  and  come  in  till 
him,  as  if  you  came  for  the  purpofe — I’ll  fetch  him  in 
an  inftant. 

Char.  I  will  be  ready,  Sir  Archy.  [Exit  Char. 

Sir  A  Get  you  bellin’,  gentlemen — get  you  behin’. 

[Exit  Sir  Arch. 

Groom  Ay,  ay,  we’ll  fquat — never  fear.  Sir  Archy 

— an  Iri {liman  make  love  ! - 1  fhall  be  glad  to  hear 

what  an  Iriihman  can  fay  when  he  makes  love. — 
What  do  you  think  he’ll  fay,  little  Shadrach  ?  Do  you 
think  he’ll  make  love  in  Irilh  \ 


Mord' 
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Moid.  Hufh,  huiii,  Squire,  they  are  come. 

[They  retire. 

Enter  Sir  Archy  and  Sir  Callaghan. 

Sir  A.  Speak  bawldly,  man,  ye  ken  the  auld  prO- 
■veib^ — Taint  heart — 

Sir  C.  Oh,  that’s  true  ! — newer  wjo/i fair  Lady.  But 
you  firall  fee,  I  will  foon  bring  it  to  an  eclaircilie- 
ment. 

Sir  A.  Oh,  that’s  right,  man,  flick  to  that.  She 
will  be  wi’  you  in  a  twinkling.  1  wiili  you  guid 
fuccefs. 

Sir  C.  I  will  follow  my  friend  Sir  Archy’s  advice, 
and  attack  the  dear  creature  with  vigour  at  once.— 
Upon  my  confcience,  file’s  here  in  the  midft  of  my 
foliloquy. 

Enter  Charlotte. 

Char  Sir  Callaghan,  your’s — I  beg  your  pardon,  I 
expected  to  find  the  other  gentlemen  here. 

Sir  C.  Dear  lady,  vour  pardon  you  eafily  command  ; 
and  as  I  am  at  war  with  the  force  of  your  charms, 
and  mean  to  attack  you  inflantly,  will  beg  a  truce 
before  I  come  to  a&ion. 

Sir  A.  He  begins  vera  weel — he  has  got  intil  the 
heart  of  the  battle  already. 

Char  But  1  am  told.  Sir  Callaghan,  you  dedicate 
fome  part  of  your  time  to  the  Mufes,  may  I  intreat 
|  the  favour  of  a  fong  ? 

Sir  C.  Why,  madam,  I  own  I  have  been  guilty  of 
tortunng  one  of  the  Mufes,  in  the  fiiape  of  a  fong, 
and  I  hope  you’ll  excufe  my  putting  your  name  to  it. 

Char.  Upon  condition  that  you  will  let  me  hear  it. 

Sir  C  Oh  !  dear  madam,  don’t  alk  me,  it’s  a  very 
fool i Hi  fong — a  mere  bagatelle. 

Char.  Oh!  Sir  Callaghan,  I  will  admit  of  no 
f  excufe. 

Sir  C.  Well,  madam,  fmee  you.defire  it,  you  fiiall 
have  it,  were  it  ten  times  worfe — tol  de  rol,  lol — I 
don’t  know  when  I  fhall  come  at  the  right  fide  of  my 
voice,  tol,  rol. 

Sir  A. 
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Sir  A  Ha!  ha!  now  for  it — You  ihall  bear  fic  * 
fang  as  has  na  been  penn’d  fin’  the  days  they  firft  dipt 
the  wings  o’  the  wild  Irifh. 

Char.  Dear  Sir,  I  am  quite  impatient. 

Sir  C.  Now,  madam,  I’ll  tell  you  before  hand, 
you  muft  not  expeft  fine  finging  from  me  as  you  hear 
at  the  Opera,  becaufe  we  iri/limen  are  not  cut  out 
for  it  like  the  Italians.  [Sings  ] 

Let  other  men  ftng  of  their  Goddejfes  bright. 

Who  darken  the  day  and  enlighten  the  night  ; 

I  ftng  of  a  ‘woman  of  fuchfie/h  and  blood, 

One  touch  of  her  fnger  would  do  your  heart  good. 

Fen  times  in  a  day  to  her  chamber  1  come , 
j To  tell  her  my  paffon ,  but  cant ,  I'm  Jlruck  dumb. 

For  Cupid  he  feizes  my  foul  with  fur  prize, 

And  my  tongue  falls  ajleep  at  the  fight  of  her  eyes • 

Her  little  Dog  Pompey  s  my  rival  I  fee , 

She  klffes  and  hugs  him,  but  frowns  upon  me  ; 

* Then  pray,  my  dear  Charlotte,  dsbafe  not  your  charms , 
But  inftead  of  your  lapdog  take  me  to  your  arms. 

Sir  A.  Come  now,  the  fang’s  o’er,  let  us  Ileal 
awa.’ 

Groom.  He’s  a  damn’d  droll  fellow  :  Inftead  of  your 
lapdog  take  me  to  your  arms.  Ha !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Sir.  A  Hulh;  faftly  !  dinna  let  him  hear  us  fteai 
alF. — He’s  an  excellent  droll  fellow,  as  guid  as  a  farce 
or  a  comedy — a  deevilifh  comical  cheel  ! 

[Exeunt  Sir  A.  Mord.  and  Groom. 

Char.  But,  Sir  Callaghan,  I  fear  no  lady  can  boaft 
of  allurements,  fufficient  to  make  you  quit  the  army. 

Sir  C.  Why,  madam,  when  in  my  very  early  years, 
my  good  King  was  my  Freind  in  diftrefs,  and  now 
he’s  at  war,  and  wants  my  afiiftance,  I  ihould  be  a 
poltroon  to  leave  him. 

Char.  Why  then,  Sir  Callaghan,  your  Servant, 
War  is  your  mi  ft  refs,  and  to  her  charms  I  refign  you. 

[Exit  Char. 

Sir  C. 


LOVE  A  LA  MODE.  23 

Sir  C.  Upon  my  confcience  1  feel  very  fool i fH — Oh, 
bur  I  will  make  a  general  artack,  give  the  c*up  de  main , 
raife  the  fiege,  fet  off  for  Germany  to-morrcw  morn¬ 
ing, — tell  her  my  paflion,  and  take  my  leave without 
faying  a  word. 

Enter  Sir  Archy  and  Mordecai. 

Mord .  Why,  Sir  Archy,  from  what  J  can  at  prefent 
perceive,  by  the  dejeCted  looks  of  Sir  Theodore,  the 
lady  herfelf,  and  in  fhort  the  behaviour  of  the  whole 
family,  certainly  fomething  wrong  in.  their  affairs  has 
juil  happened 

Sir  A  Your  conje&ures  are  very  right.  Mr.  Mor¬ 
decai — ’tis  a’  over  with  him — he’s  an  undone  beggar, 
and  fae  is  the  girl. 

Mord.  Sir,  you  aftonifh  me.. 

Sir  A.  ’Tis  an  unexpected  bufinefs,  but  it’s  a  faCt, 

I  allure  you.  Here  he  is  himfelf,  poor  devil,  how 
wae  he  looks  ! 

Enter  Sir  Theodore,  and  a  Lawyer. 

Sir  T.  This  unexpected  blow  from  abroad  affeCts 
me  indeed  :  What,  my  friend  to  fail  me  in  whom  I 
placed  fuch  an  implicit  faith  !  Not  only  to  venture  n  y 
own,  but  unfortunately  my  dear  girl’s  fortune.  Her 
misfortunes  touch  me  more  than  my  own  ;  however, 
I  will  endeavour  to  bear  this  lliock  as  well  as  1  can, 
collect  my  fpirits,  and  break  this  affair  to  my  poor 
Charlotte  [Exit  Sir  Theodore  and  Lawyer. 

Mord ,  Fore  gad,  this  is  furprillng  !  Sir  Archy, 
what  has  occafioned  all  this  ? 

Sir  A.  Faith,  Mordecai,  I  dinna  ken  the  particu¬ 
lars  :  but  it  feeim  by  the  words  of  Sir  Theodore  him¬ 
felf,  a  rich  merchant  in  Holland,  his  partner,  and 
he -  the  guardian  over  this  lady,  are  both  bank¬ 

rupts  ;  and  as  the  lawyer  there  without  confirms  have 
fail’d  for  above  an  hundred  thoufand  pounds  more 
than  they  can  anfwer. 

Mord.  And  how  does  that  afFCt  the  young  lady  ? 

Si r  A.  Why,  Sir,  the  greateft  part  of  her  fortune 
it  i'etms  was  in  trade  with  Sir  Theodore —  be  Tides  the 
fuit  in  Chancery  for  i  b  ye  forty  thoufand  has  been 

dele*  mined 
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determined  againft  her  this  very  day,  fo  that  they 
are  a’  undone. 

Mord.  You  furprize  me,  Sir  Arch"\  I  thought  the 
forty  theufand  was  prov’d  clearly  in  her  favour. 

Sir  A.  O  ye  di  na  k°n  the  law;  the  law  is  a  fort  of 
Hocus  Focus,  that  fmiles  in  your  face  although  it  pick 
your  pocket  ;  and  the  glorious  uncertainty  of  it  is  of 
more  life  to  the  profeffors  than  the  juftice  of  it.  Here 
they  come,  and  feemingly  in  g'-ear  affliction. 

Enter  Sir  Theodore  and  Charlotte 

Char.  My  dear  guardian  and  parent,  let  me  call 
you,  for  indeed  fuch  you  have  ever  been,  give  not 
yourfelf  up  to  grief  on  my  account. 

Sir  T.  It  is  only  on  your  account  that  I  can  be  mi- 
ferable,  and  yet  for  you  there  is  a  beam  of  hope  :  I 
think  we  can' with  fafety  rejy  upon  the  honour  and 
integrity  of  Sir  Archibald  Macfarcafm,  who  will  mar 
ry  and  (hatch  you  from  all  misfortunes. 

Sir  4 ,  Gin  ye  rely  upon  me,  ye  rely  upon  a  broken 
itaff ;  ye  may  as  well  rely  upon  the  philofopher’s 
ftane.  What?  would  you  marry  me  to  rpake  me  a 
mender  of  broken  citizen’s  fortunes ;  but  I’ll  fpeak  to 

them,  and 'end  the  difpute  at  anes. - 1  am  concern’d 

to  fee  ycu  in  this  diforaer  Sir  Theodore. 

Char.  Oh  !  Sir  Archy,  if  all  the  vows  you  ever  pro- 
fefs’d  and  fo  laviflily  beftow’d,  were  real,  I  am  fure 
this  change  of  fortune  will  make  no  alteration  in  your 
ientiments  of  honour.  Now  let  the  truth  be  feen. 

Sir  A.  Madam,  I  am  forry  to  be  the  melfenger  o’  ill 
news,  but  a’  our  connections  is  at  an  end.  Our  houfe 
has  heard  o’  my  connections  wi’  you,  and  I  have  had 
letters  frae  fix  Dukes,  five  MarquifTes,  four  Earls, 
three  Barons,  and  other  dignitaries  o’  the  family,  re- 
monftratirg,  nay  exprefiy  prohibiting  my  contaminat¬ 
ing  the  bl  u  id  of  the  Niacfarcafms,  wi’  any  thing  fprung 
fraea  hegdiead  or  a  ccmpting  houfe.  1  allure  you, 
Madam,  rry  paflion  for  you  is  vera  ftrong,  but  I  can- 
na  bring  difgrr.ee  upon  an,  honourable  family. 

Char . 
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Char.  There  is  r.o  truth,  ro  virtue  in  man. 

Sir  A.  Guid  troth,  nor  in  woman  neither  that  has 
nae  fortune  !  Here  is  Mordecai,  a  wandering  Ifraelite, 
a  vagabond  Hebrew,  that’s  a -Very  cafualiy,  fprling 
frae  annuities,  bulls,  bears  and  lottery  tickets,  and 
can  hae  nae  family  objeftiorrs — he  is  pzfiionately  fond 
o’ you,  and  till  this  off  fpring  of  accident  and  Mam¬ 
mon  1  refign  my  in t ere ft  in  ye. 

MorA  1  beg  your  pardon,  Sir  Archy  I  beg  your 
pardon,  marriage  is  a  thing  I  have  nor  thoroughly 
confider’d,  and  I  mull  take  lome  time  before  I  can  de¬ 
termine  upon  fo  inextricable  a  fubjcCt,  and  I  allure 
you.  Madam,  my  affairs  at  prefent  are  not  in  a  ma¬ 
trimonial  pofture. 

Char.  1  defpife  both  them  and  you. 

Enter  Squire  Groom. 

Groom.  Hoicks,  hilli  ho,  ho  !  — why  what’s  the 
matter  here  ?  what  are  we  all  at  fault  ?  is  this  true,. 
Sir  Theodore?  Zounds,  I  hear  that  you  and  the  filly 
both  run  o’  wrong  fide  the  pGft. 

Sir  T.  Squire,  this  is  no  time  to  joke  and  trifle,  or  to 
attempt  to  difguife  our  feelings  on  fo  ferious  and  af¬ 
fecting  a  ftroke.  However,  Sir,  this  is  a  charming  girl, 
whole  virtues  deferve  a  noble  fortune,  but  the  lots  of 
it  will  furely  make  no  abatement  in  "your  affections. 

Groom.  Harkye,  Sir  1  heodore,  I  always  make  a 
match  agreeable  to  the  fpeed  or  age  of  my  cattle,  or 
the  weight  my  things  can  carry.  When  I  offer’d  to 
match  her  give  and  take,  the  filly  was  neither  piper 
nor  blinker — cheft  bound  nor  fpavin’d  ;  but  1  bear  now 
her  wind’s  touch’d  j  it  io  I  would  net  back  her  for  a 
fliilling.  I’il  take  her  into  my  find,  if  you  will — fhe 

has  a  fine  forehand - fhe  moves  her  paflerns  well, 

gets  on  a  good  pace,  a  deal  ot  fails  ion  and  feme 
blood,  and  will  do  well  enough  to  breed  out  of  ;  but 
I  won’t  keep  her  in  training  though,  for  fhe  can’t 

carry  weight  enough  to  come  thro’ - Matrimony, 

Sir,  is  a  curfed  long  courfe,  devilifli  heavy  and  iliarp 
turnings  ;  it  won’t  do — (he  can't  come  thro ; — no, 
damme,  flic  can’t  come  thro’ ! 
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Sir  A.  I  chink,  Sqirire,  ye  judge  right  in  my  thought? 
—the  bed  thing  the  Lady  can  do,  is  to  lnap  at  the 
Irifhman. 

Mord.  Well  obferyed,  Sir  Archy. 

Groom  Ay,  Ay,  Archy  has  an  excellent  role,  and. 
}iits  off  a  fault  as  well  as  any  hound  I  ever  follow’d. 

Sir  A.  He’s  fic  a  Juiver  as  a  lady  in  her  circumftances 
could  wifli 

Char.  Thou  wretch,  whofe  fentiments  of  honour 
are  frill  more  defpicable  than  your  fentiments  of  love  ! 
though  1  ain  to  fortune  loft,  my  mind  iliall  never  bs 
guilty  of  principles  of  bafenefs. 

Moid.  Hufli,  hufh  !  he’s  here. 

Enter  Sir  Callaghan. 

Sir  A-  What  my  guid  friend,  SIT  Callaghan,.  I  kifs 
your  hard.  I  ha’  been  fpeaking  to  the  lady  in  your 
behalf  wi’  a’  the  eloquence  1  ha’ — /lie  is  enamour'd  of 
your  perlon,  and  ye  are  juft  come  in  the  nick  o’  time  to 
receive  her  heart  and  hand. 

Sir  C.  Ton  my  confcier.ce,  Sir  Archy,  I  fliould  be 
prouder  to  receive  that  Lady’s  hand  than  a  general’s 
ftaff,  or  the  greateft  honour  the  army  could  beftow 
upon  me. 

Sir  A.  ’T would  be  a  devilifh  lucky  match  for 
her. - The  fellow  has  a  guid  fortune,  is  a  great  block¬ 

head,  and  loves  her  vehemently— three  excellent  quali¬ 
ties  ! - Come,  come,  madam,  true  love  is  impatient, 

and  defpifes  ceremony — gl’e  him  your  hand  at  anes. 

Char.  No,  fir, I  cannot  impofe  myfelf  upon  Sir  Cal¬ 
laghan  as  unworthy  of  his  efreem,  a*id  deftitute  of 
friends  and  fortune. 

Sir  C.  What  means  all  this  ? 

Sir  T.  Why,  nephew,  this  lady  here,  my  unfortu¬ 
nate  ward,  this  morning  was  pofiefs’d  of  a  legacy,  as 
we  thought,  fit  to  make  happy  the  firft  of  families? 
but  by  my  ill  conduct  and  want  of  care,  her  fortune 
which  I  have  ventur’d  in  trade  is  loft  abroad,  and  the 

law  fuit  loft  at  home. - Therefore  her  virtue,  not 

fortune,  muft  now  be  the  object  of  your  affections. 

Sir  C. 
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Sir  C.  I  afTiire  you,  fir  Theodore,  I  rejoice  at  her 
diftrefs — for  when  flie  was  rich  I  aproach’d  her  with 
fear  and  trembling,  becaufe  I  was  not  her  equal  :  But 
now  flie  is  poor  and  has  nobody  to  defend  her,  I  feel 
fomething  warm  about  my  heart,  that  tells  me  1  love 
her  better  than  when  I  thought  lire  was  rich  ;  and  if' 
my  life  and  fortune  will  be  of  any  fervice  to  her,  fh© 
fhaij  command  them  for  ever  and  ever. 

Chur.  Generous  man  ! 

Sir  T.  And  will  you  take  her  for  life  ? 

Sir  C.  Ay  !  and  for  death  too,  which  is  a  great 
deal  longer  than  life  you  know. 

Sir  T.  Then  take  her,  fir,  and  with  her  an  ample 
fortune — my  bankruptcy  was  entirely  feign’d' — it  was 
only  to  try  the  fir.cerity  of  thefe  gentlemen  who  call 
themfelves  lovers. 

Mor.  How’s  this  ? 

Groom.  A  devilifli  crofs  flung  upon  us  by  heavens — 
diftanc’d  to  damnation. 

Sir  si.  Gentlv,  gently,  whiflit — he's  only  taking 
him  in — thebubble’s  bit. 

Sir  T.  Why  do  you  now  paufe,  dear  nephew  ?  It 
was  only  a  fcheme  to  try  themea:,  the  mercenary,  illi¬ 
beral  arts  of  thoie  who  are  adifgrace  to  mankind,  their 
country  and  themfelves. 

Sir  C.  Why  this  is  fomething  like  what  thofe  little 
Jackanapes  about  town  call  humbugging  a  man.  —  Firft, 
flic  has  no  fortune,  then  fire  has  a  fortune,  and  then 
fhc  has  no  fortune  again. 

Sir  T.  What  f  now  tell  you  is  a  facred  truth.  Take 
her,  fir,  and  with  her  an  heart  worthy  your  acceptance 
. — take  her  as  a  reward  for  your  difmterefled  afFettion- 

Sir  C.  Take  htr  ! — the  devil  take  me  if  1  don’t. 

Char .  And  I  yield  to  your  propolal  with  unfeigned 
plea  fu  re. 

Sir  C,  By  the  glory  of  a  foldier,  I  had  rather  be  at 
her  foot  than  at  the  head  of  a  regiment- — and  now  flies 


mine  by  all  the  rules  of  war,  !  have  a  right  to  lay  her 
under  contribution,  for  her  kiffes  are  lawiul  plunder, 
[  K>Jfes  her.  ]  G  ye  are  a  little  tight  creature  ! — ’Pon 
•  honour. 
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honour,  her  breath  is  as  fwcetas  the  found  of  a  trumpet. 

Groom.  W by  the  know"'  g  ones  are  a!i  taken  in  here — • 
ftripp’d  and  double  diftanc’d.  Zounds,  the  filly  Jias  run 
a  crimp  upon  us. 

Mord.  Damn  it,  Hie  has  jilted  us  mod  confoundedly. 

Sir  A  By  the  crofs  of  St.  Andrew,  I’ll  be  revenged. 
— I  ken  a  lad  of  an  honourable  family,  wha  underftands 
the  ancient  daffies  in  a’  perfection — He  is  now  com- 
pofing  a  comedy,  and  he  iln all  infinuate  baith  their 
ehara&ersdntil  it. 

Mord.  And  I’ll  write  a  lampoon,  where  fne  fhall  have 
an  intrigue  with  a  lite-giiard-man,  a  grenadier,  and 
an  ooera  finger. 

i  o  • 

Groom.  I  have  a  hedge  yet.  I  can’t  write,  but  I’ll 
tell  you  what  I’ll  do — I’ll  poifon  her  parrot,  kill  her 
monkey,  and  cut  offher  fquirrel’s  tail,  dimmr. 

Sir  C.  Harkye,  gentlemen,  I  hope  you’ll  afk  my 
leave  for  all  this.  It  you  offer  to  write  any  of  your 
nonfenficals,  or  if  you  offer  to  touch  a  hair  of  the 
parrot’s  head,  or  a  feather  of  the  monkey’s  tail,  ora 
hair  of  anything  belonging  to  this  lady,  I’ll  be  after 
making  a  few  remarks  upon  your  bodies.  Look  ye,  I 
have  an  excellent  pen  by  my  fide  that  is  a  good  critic, 
and  writes  a  legible  . hand  upon  impertinent  authors. 

Sir  A.  Hoot  awa,’  hoot  awa’,  man,  dinna  talk  in  , 
that  idle  manner,  fir.  Our  fwords  are  as  fharp  and  as 
refponfible  as  the  fwords  of  it  her  men  ;  but  this  is 
nae  time  for  fic  matters  ;  ye  ha’e  got  the  Lady,  and  we 
ha’e  got  the  willow.  I  am  lorry  for  the  little  Girgafihite, 
beau  Mord.ecai,  for  he  has  befpoke  the  nuptial  chariot 
and  a’  his  liveries  ;  and  my  friend  Squire  Groom,  I 
fear  is  quite  lock’d  in  wi’  the  turf ;  — and  guid  troth 
I  am  forry  for  the  Lady,  for  fhe  has  loft  being  match’d 
into  the-great  houfe  of  the  Macfarcafms,  which  is  the 
greateft  lofs  of  a’. 

C.  '1  his  is  fomething  like  the  cataftrophe  of  a  ftage 
play,  where  knaves  and  fools  are  cl i fa p pointed. 

Sir  T.  And  an  honeft  man  rewarded. 


FINIS. 


